A Wonderful Exampleot Gods Juſtice ſhewed upon ons Jaſ pe Conainn ham, 
A Gentleman born in Stotland, who was of opinion, that there was neither God nor DC. 
| To the Tune of, O Reighbour Robert. SPP 


JT was a Scotch-man, 

| a Stotth- man, lewd of life, 
That long had lived 
unlawful from his M ile: 


as J did underſtand, 


Are not gzeat toꝛments 
pꝛepar d koꝛ hateful fn ? 

Js not God as Righteous 

| : as ever he hath been? 

His name was Ja'p:r Conningham Js not Hell pꝛepared, 


with quenchleſs flames of fire, 


Whoſe dwelling was at Aberdeen, To gite ſuch wicked perſons 


a Town in fafr Scotland. 


© 
He had a Siſter 
which was both fair and bzight, 
Worſhipfully Weded, 
unto a wozthy Knight; 
Godlp, wile, and vertuoug, 
in every thing was ſhe, 
A fairer conely Lady 
in Scotland tould not be. 


H& wicked Bother 
luch inwar? pains did pwbe, 
That with his Fair Siſter 
ye gꝛeatly was in lobe: 
He walcheg time and wooeg ber, 
be ſhevog to her hig mind, 
And ſtill he lang (det Siſter, 
be not to me unkind. 


This comely Lad 
in mild and gentle wiſe, 
Unto her Brother 
tyug modeſtly replyes : 
Te Lozd kozbfd, dear Bꝛother, 
I chould conſent ar all, 
To ſucha damned a tion, 
to bzin q bur Sous in thzall. 


their due deſerved hire? 


Wherefoze dear Bꝛother, 
repent and call fo; Gzate, 
Let not thele motfons 
within your heart take place: 
Conſider how ro judgment 
we ſhall one dap be bought, 
To anſwer fo2 our Follies, 
which in our lives we wzought, 


her Bother hearing 


her Godly Chziſtian talk, 
Within the Garden 

as they alone did walk; 
Blaſphemcufly replyed, 

as tameleſs as he (fed, 
Saying ſhe had declared 

a Tale ot Robin Hocd, 


Pou are deceived, 

fair Siſter, then laid he, 
To talk of Heavens Glozp, 

oꝛ Hells plagues unto me: 
Theſe are deviſed Fables, 

to keep p202 Souls in fear, 


That were by Wiſe men wzitten, 


cu ſpeak of reckoning, 
and of a judgement⸗ dap, 
And after life is ended, 
and fleſh conſum'dawey ; 
And of a God molt juſtly, 
will pla gue all things amils, 
And thoſe that do believe ir, 
are much deceiv'd J wis. 


Alas, ſaid he, my Siſter, 
thei things are nothing lo, 
No God noz Devil is biding, 
in Heaven noz Mell A know ; 
All things are wzougbt by Fature, 
rhe Carth, the Arz, and Sky, 
There is no joy no; ſo row, 
akter that men do dye. 


Therefozelet me have plealure, 
while here J do remain, 

J kear not Eods diſplcaſ.re, 
noz Hells to:menting pain: 

No looner had he ſpoken 
this foul blaſphe?mous thing, 


- But that a heavy judgement 


upon him God did b;ing. 


Foz in rhe Garden 

whereas he did ab. de, 
Suddenly a fire | 

ſp2zung up on every ſide; 
Which round a“ out incloled 

this Damned wyetch that dap, 
Who roar*d and cry'd moſtgricvotis 


though no ſuch things there were. bur could not (tart away, 


is 


His fearſul fire, 
up to his kngs did tiſe, 

Burning bliw like Simone, 

in moſt outragcous wide: 
The Lady which beheld it, 

ran teying in 92 ad, 
To pluck away her Brother. 

which in the fire Caid. 


Bur nutight p:evailed, 
Lo; all that they could do, 


Long Staves and alto Pitchkozks, 


they reached Hin: unro; 
Becauſe they durſt not venture 
ncar to the fiery flame, 
He taking told upon them, 
to dꝛaw him out of the ſame. 


But not a Finger 
no? hand that he could move, 
His Arms hung dead behind him, 
gꝛeat pains that he did pꝛove; 
And now he bands andcurſes, 
that day that he was bo.n, 
And wiſhes that his Carcaſs 
by Devils mfghHt be tozn. 


Nov J fel ſurely, 
quoth he, there is a Fed, 
That ſoze doth plague me 
with his ſtrong Zron Rod: 
D hide me from his pꝛclence, 
his looks arc death to me, 


* Nothing but w2ath and vengeance, 


about him do If Ce. 


J {ave diſpiſed him, 
but can no whit repent, 


Alas! my loving Siſter, 


My Heart is hardned, 
my mind cannot rclent, 

Jo pitty no; compaſſion, 
na mercy:s in lloze, 

Foz me vile wꝛerched creature, 
dervis'd £92 c vermoze. 


And there away he rotted, 
in all rhe peoples ſight, 
By Lice and filthy Uermne, 
it was conſumed quite. 


With gaſtly groaning 


and ſbꝛiekg that ſounded { (ghz 
Jam in Hell tozmentcd, Two hours after 


and 10 endleſs pain, this curſed men did lye; 
Tek bow the Devils tor ment me, Ana there at lenth he dycy, 

in Aretehing tvery Uein - and then the ficd ceas?d ; 
Look how they warm about me, His Carcaſs lunk moſt filthy, 


© what Bell Fiends are theſe, than any Carrion Bead. 
Mo wozth the time that evec, | 


J id the Lo2d di\pleaſe. No man was alle 


to ts endure rhe ſinen, 
F-02 pct to come to Bury im, 
as true tepozt doch tell: 
Tintil Le was tonſumed, 
be lay above the ground, 
Tle dos abaut the Garten, 
t::ic.02e was Locked round. 


Let all Balſphemers 
take warning by this t' ing; 
Lealt rhac Gods ven geance 
they do upon tem bzing: 


I burn in flaming fire, 
pct da na whit c.nfume, 

My conlcience both rounent me, 
that did in Sin pzeſunie ; 


now J do know fail well, 
There is a God moſt Righteous, 
and ekt a Det il in Bell. 


And w th thele Speeches, 
big Eyes fell from his head, 

And by rings hung da»gi.ng, And L92d grant ail Chulſtiang 
below his Chin ſtark deed: thy Noly Gzace and fear, 

Ser how the Devils, then he ſaſd, They may think on tze punichmen 


hath pluckt my eyes out quite, that Conningham had here. 
That always was unwozthy 
to view the Beaten! light. 1921s. 


Then from his Pouth there fell 


PEEPEDPEIPEESES $4 CH 
his foul blaſphemous Tongue, :: 
In very ugly manner, Printed for W. Thackeray, 
matt piteouly it hung, „ 4.2. and A. WW. 
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